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TEMPLEOFBOUGLEDESH
by Tom Raley
The streets of the city were packed with people, all
of whom seemed to be hurriedly going nowhere. In
the midst of the bustling crowd Katherine Williams
struggled to find the address to match the one on
the paper she held. As the smoke and dust that
hung heavily in the night air burned her eyes, she
began to regret venturing into this. Her mind continued to remind her that this neighborhood was
known as a less than respectable portion of town.
She was on the verge of giving up when she suddenly spotted the address she was searching for.
The shop was identified only by a weathered
wooden sign hanging above a solid wood door.
Hesitantly, Katherine stepped inside and found herself in a narrow, dark hallway. As she walked slowly
her nervousness continued to grow as the hallway
seemed to stretch on forever. finally she reached a
second doorway, and with great reservations she
slowly opened the door and stepped through.
Katherine looked about the round, spacious
room, as she could not believe her eyes. The walls
were covered with thick red velvet draperies that
hung from ceiling to floor. The ceiling, as well, was
covered in the same neatly tucked material. The
room was well-lit but there was no visible source of
light. In the center of the room stood a glass top
table supported by four beautifully carved glass
figurines. Atop the table sat four perfectly polished
silver canisters.
Katherine slowly approached the table, fascinated by the sight before her. Suddenly a small
elderly gentleman approached her from the far side
of the room. The white haired man, wearing a warm,
friendly smile, walked gracefully toward the table.
"Good evening; may I help you?" he asked softly.
"Yes, I am Katherine Williams. A friend gave me
a gift certificate to this shop," she answered.
"Ah, I am Skidbladnir, keeper of the Temple of
Bougledesh. You are searching for a way to happiness," the man answered with a broad smile.
"You don't seem to have a large selection;
Katherine answered, surprised by the man's answer.
"Your life is in turmoil, both personally and professionally. You have not been content with yourself for
many years. Here we offer the answer to your
quest; Skidbladnir said.
Katherine gave the man a surprised stare, as she
could not believe the accuracy with which he
described her life.

"We offer you your choice of the four desires of
man you see before you: Skidbladnir said, as
Katherine remained silent. "Here is all the
knowledge man has accumulated throughout his
many years," he continued as he lightly touched the
first canister. "Present here is everything man has
yet to learn," he said as Katherine listened intently.
"You may wish yourself wealth, if that is your
choice: he said as he touched the third canister.
"The final desire you may choose is love," Skidbladnir said as he placed his hand on the last of the
canisters.
Katherine stared at the strange man and his
equally strange offerings. Somehow she believed
his offer was valid, even though reason told her
otherwise. Just as she felt she knew her choice.
Skidbladnir spoke again.
"As a condition of your purchase, you must delay
making your selection for a period of no less than
one hour," he said.
"But I've already made my decision: Katherine
protested.
"I am sorry, but you must wait; Skidbladnir insisted as he turned and quietly left without giving
her any further opportunity to speak.
For the next sixty minutes Katherine paced the
room as she considered and reconsidered her
choices. Each time she felt she had made the
proper decision, she would find a new fault with her
logic. Each of her options ottered an alluring opportunity, but which of them offered the most? Which of
the four was the intelligent choice? she continually
asked herself. Then, precisely on time. Skidbladnir
returned and Katherine knew the time had come for
her to make her final decision.
"Your waiting period is over, it is time for you to
make your selection," Skidbladnir said.
Katherine stared at the kind face of the small man
as her mind raced through her thoughts. Several
minutes passed without a sound. Finally Skidbladnir
broke the silence.
"Perhaps you have chosen knowledge?" he offered, as he motioned toward the canister.
."No, simply to have knowledge without the experience of it would diminish its importance," she
answered hesitantly.
"Then you prefer the wisdom of the future:
Skidbladnir said, his uncertainty showing.
"Definitely not; there wouldn't be anything left for
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me to look forward to; Katherine said confidently.
•Love," Skidbladnir said as if now expecting to be

wrong.
·1 believe I would prefer to find that on my own,
thank you," she said with a shy smile.
•Ah, then you have chosen wealth, a good
decision," Skidbladnir said as he reached for the
last canister.
•No, unearned wealth is unappreciated,"
Katherine said, now sounding very sure of herseH.
·1 don't understand; what is your choice?"
Skidbladnir asked in frustration.
Katherine smiled as she answered. "I have
decided to work for what I want, and allow it to
remain a challenge. If you attain what you desire

EDITORIAL
There are lots of things going on in this world and,
in the scheme of things, The Mythic Circle is a very
small piece indeed. Still, it consumes more of Ye
Olde Edytors' effort and energy than you might imagine. Just about the same time that I found myself
wondering, "why are we doing this, anyway?" while
we struggled with overloaded schedules and my temporarily bi-coastal lifestyle (back in Altadena now) I'd started talking to Christine about whether we
should hang up the gloves and climb out of the ring
before we're punch-drunk-- the Mythopoeic Society's
members questionnaire started coming back.•
In addition to lots of questions like "how are we
doing?" and "what needs to be fixed?" members were
given the opportunity to "rate" the three Society publications on a 1-to-10 scale. The Mythic Circle has the
smallest circulation and is the only magazine which
does not confer membership to subscribers, so most
members gave TMC no rating at all. But the folks who
did rate us tended to rate us qulte high (8-9-1 Os). We
did get some low marks, mostly from people who
have never purchased a copy (I can only assume
they've actually SEEN it!) but also one or two from
former subscribers. That's okay - Twain said you
cant please all of the people all of the time and he
was right
But it appears TMC is pretty important to a handful
of you, and I've figured out that's the reason we go on
with the effort. With that in mind, it would be helpful to
Christine and I to get a general overview of our
readers· feelings and responses to TMC and just
what you'd like to see us do in this writers' forum. You
see, some of you write us long and thoughtful LOCs,
some of you even offer us money and services, if we
need them. But we ALSO need to hear from you folks
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without effort or risk, then you have not truly attained it at au,· she said.
"But what if you fail?" he asked solemnly.
"If it is something I truly want, I will try again,· she
answered.
Skidbladnir smiled a knowing smile as he bowed
slightly. Then he quietly left the room, leaving
Katherine alone. She looked a last time at the four
canisters, as she knew she would always wonder
what would have been. But then, that too was a part
of the adventure of life, she thought. As she left the
shop, she felt a warmth inside herseH she had never
known before. She was another satisfied customer
of the Temple of Bougledesh.

who subscribe (and renew!) without ever making
comments.
We've got some important questions: how many
of you just subscribe, as you might to F&SF or
Analog, and how many of you have been meaning
to send us stories or poems or art and just haven't
gotten around to it yet? How many of you want (or
need) to see us keep the price as low as possible as
opposed to raising the price so we can send out
more promo copies and really work at becoming a
recognized forum for developing writers? These are
just some of the questions we've got for you, our
readership, and we really, REALLY hope each and
every one of you will invest twenty-five cents for a
stamp and mail back our questionnaire.
At the Council of Stewards' Budget Meeting in
February we discovered that we broke even in 1988.
Sounds like good news, right? Except we only published three issues in 1988, not four. This means
that Christine and I continue to underestimate the
real costs of producing this magazine (we donate
our gas and telephone charges; we live about 50
miles apart so all contact between us costs something) - the postage, not only for copies going out to
subscribers and contributors, but for all our correspondence with prospective writers (LOTS of folks
don't include a SASE or SASPC and we can't just ignore them) and our out-of-state artists. Every once
in awhile somebody moves without telling us or a
copy goes astray and in those cases we have to
send out a duplicate copy because the Postal Service doesn't forward (or return) "Library Rate" mail
and we can't afford to send everything first class.
We got a letter from Joe Christopher (see Letters
Column) and he suggests we make this a CLOSED
forum, printing only works from subscribers, and Increasing the subscription rate to allow for 5 or 6

